Significant and sad!

But each descendant
Of Adam, good or bad,

Is  Eve's  dependant.

We are a sorry race

Whose horoscope,
Uncast by Woman's grace.

Portends faint hope.

And now I find that he
Who stole and cheated,

Compared with honest me,
Was kindlier treated. . . .

You used to love the Bard.

Then more's the pity
That now you disregard

What's blithe and witty!

And play the Grandmamma,

Aloof, sedate:
"Our pleasant Willie, ah!

Is dead in you of late!"

There! there! I don't suggest
You are not fit to live

Up to the very best

That life in Art can give.
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